
   [image: cover]


   
      
         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Copyright © 2018 by Gay Gaddis, LLC

            Cover Design by T3. Cover Photo by Mark Seliger. Cover copyright © 2018 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.

            Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.

            The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.

            Center Street

Hachette Book Group

1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10104
centerstreet.com
twitter.com/centerstreet

            First Edition: January 2018

            Center Street is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc. The Center Street name and logo are trademarks of Hachette Book Group, Inc.

            The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to www.HachetteSpeakersBureau.com or call (866) 376-6591.

            LCCN: 2017950898

            ISBNs: 978-1-4789-4821-6 (hardcover), 978-1-4789-4823-0 (ebook)

            E3-20171212-NF-DA

         

      

   


    Contents

  


	Cover

   	Title

   	Copyright

   	A Cowgirl Is...

   	Preface

   	Photo of Bonnie McCarroll

   	Introduction

   	Photo of Bessie Herberg

   	Chapter 1: Personal Power Is the Answer

   	Photo of Three Girls and Mandy

   	Chapter 2: Finding My Own Power—The Early Days

   	Photo of Florence LaDue

   	Chapter 3: Finding My Own Power—The Advertising Business

   	Photo of Fox Hastings

   	Chapter 4: Cowgirls Are Responsible for Themselves

   	Photo of Annie Oakley

   	Chapter 5: Cowgirls Build Their Own Competence

   	Photo of Mildred Douglas Chrisman

   	Chapter 6: Cowgirls Use Competence to Find Confidence

   	Photo of Prairie Rose Henderson

   	Chapter 7: Cowgirls Design Their Own Lives

   	Photo of Mabel Strickland

   	Chapter 8: Cowgirls Build a Kick-Ass Culture

   	Photo of Sonora Carver

   	Chapter 9: Cowgirls Know a Good Idea When They See One

   	Photo of Alice Sisty

   	Chapter 10: Cowgirls Are Fearless Leaders

   	Photo of Cowgirls at the British Exhibition

   	Chapter 11: Cowgirls Are Doing Just Fine

   	Photo of Mamie Francis Hafley

   	
Cowgirl Power Toolkit
   
   	Cowgirls Are Responsible for Themselves

   	Cowgirls Build Their Own Competence

   	Cowgirls Use Their Competence to Find Assertiveness

   	Design Your Own Life

   	Cowgirls Build a Kick-Ass Culture

   	Cowgirls Know a Good Idea When They See One

   	Cowgirls Are Fearless Leaders

  

   

   	Notes

   	Newsletters




    
    Navigation
   

   


	
     
      Table of Contents
     
    




  
   
      
         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Preface

         

         You may not know it, but there is a cowgirl within you. I wrote this book because of the strength, courage, and life lessons I have learned from historic cowgirls and modern day cowgirls, and I couldn’t wait to share these inspirational stories with you to help you find your own unique, personal power.

         By finding and understanding your personal power, you can achieve more than you have ever imagined. As you read this book, put all of the negativity about women’s success, or lack of, behind you, and look to a bold future.

         My goal for each reader is to help you understand and gain your unique personal power. Why? Because it will give you more choices and opportunities throughout your life. It will minimize your fears and give you the strength and courage to grab the brass ring when it comes around.

         You may ask, what do historic cowgirls have to teach us in this day and age? I hope you will come to admire these cowgirls and the women who have blazed a trail for you.

         Cowgirls have a braveness, authenticity, and grit that I see reflected in powerful women today. I come from a long line of cowgirls. My mother was a cowgirl. My mother-in-law was a cowgirl. They were tough, strong people who grew up during the heyday of America’s cowgirl superstars in the 1920s and 1930s. These cowgirls, and their inner strength, are symbols and guides for the challenges we face today.

         As I look back at how I built my advertising agency, T3, from the ground up I think we intuitively understood this. I can see it now and want to help others understand how we created a unique culture that empowers people—men and women as equal partners in navigating this thing called life with grace and love.

         Thanks to our three children, Ben, Rebecca, Sam, and my husband, Lee Gaddis, for putting up with a hard-charging Texas woman and being inspirational leaders in their own right. Thanks to my friends and extended family for their unwavering support.

         My heartfelt thanks to the wonderful people I have had the privilege to work with at T3 through the years. We have learned so much together. You have all taught me the power of talented, creative, strong people who genuinely care about each other. And to the many clients who put their careers and companies in our hands, and for the mutual trust and respect we have shared.

         I made the decision not to name T3 employees in this book, simply because there are too many. So I honor you all instead.

         This book is dedicated to Lee. He is my true partner in all aspects of business and life. A mentor, champion, humorist, Texas cowboy rancher, and a big character! We make things happen in miraculous ways.
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         Bonnie McCarroll thrown from Silver
(Historic Photo Archive/Getty Images)

      

   


   
      
         
            Introduction

         

         This is one of the most famous images in cowgirl history. It was taken during the 1915 Pendleton Round-Up in Oregon and shows Bonnie McCarroll being thrown in the heat of competition by a horse named Silver. She just sums up the determination, grit, and competitive nature of cowgirls, and that is what this book is all about. How can we all draw upon their courage and find our own personal power to be able to kick ass in our careers and lives?

         Bonnie embodies all of this and more. In 1922, she went on to win the cowgirl bronc riding championship at Cheyenne Frontier Days and at the first Madison Square Garden Rodeo. She grew up on a small stage and wasn’t afraid to scale up to the big stage. She fearlessly and boldly performed before kings, queens, and presidents. After being thrown, she climbed back on and continued to perform. She never, never gave up, and even died trying to compete on a wild bronc in 1929.

         If you walk into the rotunda at the National Cowgirl Museum and Hall of Fame in Fort Worth, Texas, you see amazing images and exhibits about historic cowgirls like Bonnie McCarroll. If you look closely throughout the rotunda, you will see words that define who these women were.

         Admired. Fearless. Visionary. Steadfast. Dependable. Original. Resourceful. Bold. Clever. Genuine. Skillful. True. Dauntless. Adventurous. Focused. Independent. Confident. Creative. Dedicated. Hardworking. Spirited. Trustworthy. Determined. Honored. Earnest. Passionate. Natural. Celebrated. Authentic.

         I have read those words over and over again. They are the perfect definition of cowgirl power. It was true for our historic cowgirls. It is true today. You just need to reach down into your gut and pull it out. Cowgirl power is about taking responsibility for yourself and finding the personal power that is within you. It slaps down the traditional, sometimes negative, definitions of power and says by finding your inner personal power you open up a world of possibilities.

         Cowgirls, my true heroines, are our trail guides through this book. Each chapter begins with a profile of a cowgirl, teaching us by her example about her own wonderful strengths and power. I also share my own stories to show you how I found my personal power. And, each step of the way, from my childhood through my early career, and later as an experienced CEO and leader, I give you guidance on how to do it in your own unique way.

         All of this unfolds as I tell my stories. It is real-life success and failure told with a lot of candor, heart, and good old Texas humor. I encourage you to read the book with sticky notes or a big highlighter. Nothing would make me happier than to see your book with lots of flags and notes written in the margins. I encourage you to flag things that resonate with you. All of these ideas are where I gained my personal power. Not all of them will be right for you. But I guarantee some will touch you deeply.

         The last section of the book is the Cowgirl Toolkit, and it condenses most of the big ideas in the book into brief summaries. Compare the notes you took while reading the book and see which ideas apply to you now, or maybe a few months or years from now.

         This book is not about changing you. You are just fine. It is about understanding your strengths, building on them, valuing them, and giving yourself credit for what you have achieved and what you will achieve. I do not tell you what you should do. If you want to stay home and raise your children, that’s great. If you want to build a distinguished career, that’s great. If you want to do both, I’m all for it. What I can give you is the ability to see yourself and build your personal power, which will result in you filling buckets and buckets full of goodwill. That goodwill will create so many opportunities for you so, no matter what you do, you will have lots and lots of amazing options.
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         Bessie Herberg portrait
(Buffalo Bill Center of the West, Cody, Wyoming, USA; P.6.0611)

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1

            Personal Power Is the Answer

         

         Bessie Herberg’s portrait embodies the essence of cowgirl power. She looks you straight in the eye, walks in with her hat firmly planted on her head, and exudes a sense of personal style and fashion. While many of the cowgirls in this book are pretty rough-and-tumble types, Bessie tells us that it is OK to be a bit of a fashionista if it helps your career and, of course, if it is authentically you. I can tell you, Bessie was authentic! Her character, appearance, and talents gave her personal power.

         She is also one of the more than 450 women who worked for Wild West shows and rodeos between the 1890s and the1930s. These cowgirls were among the first professional athletes in the United States. They learned their horseback riding and roping skills while growing up on farms and ranches, doing the same work as their fathers and brothers.

         When the opportunity came to travel, and make the big time, in many cases on an international stage, they didn’t blink an eye. They were decisive and said, “Let ’er rip!” They rode in the arena and competed with anyone on the rodeo circuit. When recognizing the best of the best, these gals didn’t let gender get in the way of a win. They drew on their own personal power and led the way for us all.

         As I studied the powerful cowgirls of our past, I was energized and emboldened, yet humbled. They provide just the kind of role models I believe we can all learn from. The cowgirls will inspire you and help you see a path that perhaps you hadn’t seen before. Let them be your guides. Let them speak to you like no one else can, through their courage, kindness and deeds, competitiveness and authenticity.

         Challenges Women Face in the Workplace Today

         I wrote this book because I wanted to help today’s women, especially young women, find more of my cowgirls’ strength and personal power in their work and family life. I have watched young mothers go through their pregnancies and then face the realities of having a job and a new baby. I have seen very capable women not be as forceful about managing their careers as their male counterparts. I have seen women lose their ambition to take C-suite leadership roles. But I have also seen women who somehow managed it all and succeeded beyond all measure. Why does it work well for some and not so well for others?

         I have spent a lot of my time over the past ten years encouraging women to pursue careers in business. I am a member of Paradigm for Parity (P4P)—a coalition of women who want to speed up the pace of gender parity in C-suites and on boards. In 2016, P4P published a white paper, which is a thoughtful list of recommendations of changes that business leaders should make to help the cause. I have attended countless seminars on women’s issues, discussing changes that need to be made. I wholeheartedly support all of these initiatives.

         But I am struck by one thing; none of these initiatives say anything about what women need to do to help themselves. All of the recommendations in the Paradigm for Parity white paper1 are things that others should do. There are no recommendations for individual women. The research studies and magazine articles about women’s pay, admission to the C-suites, and being passive and not assertive are endless. They are the most powerful indicator of what is wrong. They do not ask women to buck up. That creates a huge gaping hole in the dialogue. For women to excel in their careers, they need to take on most of the responsibility themselves. By only focusing on what other people should do, they weaken their credibility.

         That is not the cowgirl way.

         As I researched the issues, I found other challenges women face. Women say they have a hard time seeing themselves as leaders. They struggle with their self-confidence. Fortune, the New York Times, Forbes, and Inc. all have countless stories about women’s lack of confidence. Women’s issues with hesitating to ask for deserved promotions and equitable pay are well known.

         Here are these smart, capable women who are struggling with work–life balance issues, issues about their inner strength. They have trouble seeing themselves as leaders. Many are dissatisfied with their senior leadership at work. Many are dissatisfied with the work environment and culture.

         My problem with all of this is that no personal solutions are ever offered. The most frequent recommendations are that management needs to try harder, recruit more, and do better training. That companies should put more value on diversity. People have been advocating all of that for twenty years with little, if any, impact. I even read one article entitled “7 Ways to Build Your Confidence” that suggested women eat better and exercise more. Give me a break!

         The more I thought about it, the more perplexed I got. Why have women not excelled as well as men in the work environment? Why are there so few senior women executives and so few women board members of major corporations when women outnumber men today in college educations and perform well academically?

         At first, I thought, it has to be the baby thing. Women have babies as their careers start to develop, and babies come along and derail the career. However, I realize that there are many successful working mothers, so we cannot put all of the emphasis on children being the root cause of women’s apparent lack of success.

         I have been a can-do, confident, and a little outrageous person my whole life. So why did I not experience this lack of self-confidence, when so many other women do? Where did my moxie come from? I just powered through the baby issues. Sure, it was tough and challenging, but I never considered leaving the business world. Not once.

         As I worked through these questions, I began to see all of these issues as symptoms of a larger issue. I came to one simple revelation—that we all have been talking about the wrong issue. All of these challenges are symptoms, not the real problem. The real problem is that many women do not understand how to build and use personal power as instinctively as men do.

         What Is Personal Power?

         Max Weber defined power as “the ability to control others, events, or resources; to make happen what one wants to happen in spite of obstacles, resistance, or opposition.”2

         Our traditional perception about power in business comes from authority, hierarchy, almost a military-like top-down approach to business. For some situations, like the military, that works great. But for today’s collaborative, creative economy, it can be counterproductive at best.

         The power I am describing is not bestowed on you by someone else, it comes from within yourself. It comes from inspiration, charisma, and leadership. It comes from friendship, teamwork, an open heart, and an abundance of goodwill. It comes from humor and character and grit.

         We will not find our power reciting statistics about how little progress we have made. Or harping on lack of direction or mentorship. Or lecturing on what someone else should do. We will find our power with our skills that are perfectly aligned with the drivers of today’s economy—collaboration, innovation, and emotional intelligence.

         We will find our power in financial success, profits. Power in imagination, creativity. In empathy, mentoring, leading. Power is there for the taking, and more often than not it comes from connecting with people and offering a hand up. This is a vast, largely untapped source of power for women to draw on that is completely natural, authentic, abundant, and accessible to all, regardless of their position in life.

         I am advocating a more thoughtful, strategic approach to building personal power and believe it is the single most important issue facing women and their careers today. This is a new perspective to see our skills, emotions, and intellect in ways that help women appreciate their innate strengths and build upon them. This new perspective about what personal power is will enable women to take on the business world with confidence, self-assurance, and moxie by being who they really are.

         When women learn to see these strengths in themselves, they will quickly see that they are just as capable as the men in their organizations, perhaps more so.

         Why Is Power Important?

         If you understand business negotiations, you know the answer. Most of your interactions with people in your life are negotiations. Maybe not negotiations in the classic business sense, but negotiations nonetheless. Where are we going to lunch? Are we going to have children? Where are we going on vacation? I deserve a promotion and a raise; do you agree?

         We all know it is best to negotiate from a position of strength. You can find strength if you change your perception about what personal power is.

         Let me give you an example. There is a guy at my company who has invited every new employee to lunch during their first week on the job for over ten years. No one ever asked him to do it, he just did. He had no authority, no direct reports. But by his act of kindness and genuine interest in people, he became one of the most respected, powerful people in our company. He always knew more about what was going on than anyone else. There is an old saying in Texas, “If an owl tells you something, you can take it to the bank.” He earned that same authority.

         Someone told me recently that personal power is all the things you do at work that are not in your job description. That sums it up pretty well.

         Cowgirl power is about developing what already exists in you. It is not a quick or easy answer. It does not get around hard work and dealing with tough issues. It is not a shortcut. But it is about taking personal responsibility for yourself and not being too reliant on others. It is about methodically building your skills and knowledge so that you get better and better. Growing your competencies is the only authentic way to become authentically assertive.

         I am not advocating that all women should pursue challenging business careers. I admire moms who choose to stay at home and focus their energy on their kids. Some of those moms start their own small businesses that give them a lot of flexibility. Many are the backbone of our communities, serving as volunteers across so many worthy organizations that could not exist without them. Still other women enjoy their jobs without having aspirations of taking on executive leadership responsibilities. Many of them have different values that are not compatible with the C-suite. I get it.

         Building your personal power increases your options. What you want to do with your life is your decision. I want you to have many wonderful choices at every stage of your life.
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         Three girls and Mandy, second from left, riding sidesaddle
(Gaddis Family Photo Collection)

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

            Finding My Own Power—The Early Days

         

         My husband’s grandmother, Florence Chiles, was a cowgirl. This photograph is from about 1885. Florence is the little girl third from the left. The older woman next to her was a beloved ranch employee named Mandy. She was part African American and part Native American. Everyone in the photograph is riding sidesaddle, the proper thing to do, and they are all dressed in petticoats and bonnets to protect them from the harsh South Texas sun.

         Mandy took care of the little girls and took them riding often. They would ride out of sight from the house, and Mandy would let them climb down, unsaddle their horses, take off their petticoats and bonnets, and ride the horses bareback like circus performers. They did tricks, raced each other, and developed into accomplished cowgirls. When they were done, they would put on their saddles and petticoats and ride demurely home. They never got caught.

         Florence died at seventy-five years old, but all her life she told stories about Mandy and how much the girls loved her. Florence wrote down the many stories of her life growing up that have been passed down like fine heirlooms. We cherish and learn from them still today. Mandy helped those three little girls find their personal power.

         This chapter is about my true stories of some of the high points and low points of my life. I take you through them because I want to show you how and where I began to develop my personal power. It is an important perspective because, as you will see, success is not a straight line. You will see how I formed the principles that have guided my life, step-by-step. I hope they help you realize when you reach a pivotal point in your life.

         Growing Up in East Texas

         I grew up in Liberty, a small town in East Texas, where I learned a very powerful value system of ethics, honesty, hard work, and a remarkable sense of community. I was a cowgirl as a little girl and have always loved cowgirls’ power, strength, determination, and courage. Their values and spirit are my inspiration for this book.

         My mother, Dottie Warren, was a cowgirl herself. But at twelve years old, she lost her right arm to cancer. She had always been right-handed. After the operation her parents babied her and everyone felt sorry for her. One day, after she recovered from the surgery, her high school typing teacher called her out into the hall and said, “Dorothy, it is your choice. You can be depressed and be a cripple all your life, or you can put yourself out there and be all you can be.” That advice had a major effect on her, and probably even more on me.

         Mother put herself out there and never looked back. Now as I look at her life, I only remember her being unable to do two things because of her arm: She could not cook large holiday meals and could not sew. But she found a solution for both.

         She could do almost anything. (Her college roommates said she rolled her own hair and tied her shoes.) She typed, played the piano and tennis, and had a set of “one” golf club. She played cards, taught embroidery classes to little girls, and never, never complained. Most people didn’t even notice her missing arm until perhaps weeks or years after they met her, because she would cleverly and casually throw a sweater or jacket around her shoulders. She was an incredibly strong and powerful person, and coming across as an invalid just wasn’t who she was. Any power and strength I have today comes from my mother. Dottie Warren was a cowgirl.

         My dad, Gene Warren, was in World War II and saw combat in the South Pacific. After the war he got a civil engineering degree and moved to Texas with my mom to find opportunity in the booming Texas oil fields. After a few years he opened his own land surveying business, Warren Engineering. He wore a Stetson hat, a pair of khaki pants, and cowboy boots to his office. When he was in the field doing survey work, the Stetson came off and cowboy boots were replaced by rubber boots. He would come home covered in mud and would undress outside and then head to the bathroom in his underwear. He would draw a hot bath and then pour in some Pine-Sol to kill the ticks and chiggers. He’d soak there with his cigarettes and beer and listen to St. Louis Cardinals baseball games on the radio.

         My mom had her own kindergarten, Warren Kindergarten. She was a beloved teacher who taught thousands of kids how to read. She was everyone’s favorite teacher and had a unique way of connecting with kids, regardless of their status in life.

         The Cowgirl Way

         Almost as soon as I could walk, my dad would dress me up in a cowgirl outfit with boots and a hat and a little leather coat trimmed with fringe. He would take me downtown and show off his little cowgirl at Layl’s diner, where some of the biggest oil deals in Texas were made. I, of course, was the center of attention and took full advantage of it!

         It was my godfather, Felton Dennison, who made me a real cowgirl. He put me on a horse, and by the time I was six I was riding with him working cattle. I called him Uncle Felton, and he and I would ride for hours through the rice fields checking on the livestock. He always treated me as a grown-up, never as a little girl. His respect toward me has stayed with me all my life and gave me much of my confidence. He taught me so much. In Texas, we call people like Felton Dennison “the salt of the earth.”

         My godmother and Felton’s wife, Elouise, was a saint. She stepped in for Dottie when it came time to prepare the big holiday meals. (I still use her recipe for Thanksgiving dressing to this day.) And she could sew like nobody’s business. One of her greatest acts of love for me was hand-sewing thousands of sequins on my ballerina tutus. You would have thought we were doing Broadway productions right there in Liberty, Texas! She never complained. Not once. I loved her dearly.

         My mother always said that when you have a small family or no family, you get to pick them out for yourself. The Dennison family certainly filled that role, and Elouise and Felton’s daughter, Ann, was and is like a true sister to me. Fourteen years older than me, she built my creativity and curiosity through fun and games, sometimes on horseback. I will never forget the day she left for college. I sat in my mother’s kindergarten classroom and cried my eyes out, saying, “My bestest friend ever is leaving me.” She never really left me, and has always been like my sister as we navigate life.

         It was a different time for sure. We didn’t know anything about what was politically correct. And we certainly had no concept of privacy. People thought nothing of just “dropping by”—arriving unannounced, just to see what was going on. People casually wandered in and out of each other’s homes. These impromptu meetings kept things interesting. Everyone knew everyone and everything about you. If you had visitors from out of town, the news would be covered in the local paper a couple of days later. If you “snuck out” of your house as a teenager to toilet paper the quarterback’s front yard, inevitably the neighbor who had insomnia would see the whole thing, and as they poured the first cup of coffee in the morning at Layl’s diner, it would be the main topic of conversation.

         It was a wonderful life on the surface. Liberty was in the middle of an oil boom; it was an exciting time. Deals were being made, a new country club was built, and fortunes were won and lost overnight. My dad was right in the middle of it all and, by all appearances, everything was fine.

         Suddenly He Was Gone

         My dad was haunted with nightmares about his combat experiences in World War II. He would scream from his dreams at night. In retrospect, I’m sure he had post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), but people did not understand it at the time. He drank too much. There were horrible arguments that I witnessed and fights between my parents, mainly over money. Eventually, he was prescribed Valium, a powerful tranquilizer. The medical community at the time did not understand the dangers of Valium. One night the combination of alcohol and the prescription medication killed him. I was thirteen.

         Suddenly, he was gone.

         A guy who had served with my dad in the Navy showed up from California to attend his funeral. After the ceremony was over and we were all visiting, he told Mother and me why my dad had a scar on his neck. He told us that he was with my dad in the Philippines and that my dad was left on the beach as a casualty. He was stabbed in the throat by a Japanese soldier. The medics were putting him in a body bag when he found his last bit of energy and courage and reached out and said, “Let’s give it the old college try.” They were able to save his life that day.

         My mom and I had never heard that story before. We could not believe it. As strange as it may seem, the men and women who served in World War II were told, “Go back to work or go to college and move on with your lives; leave it behind.” Rarely did anyone talk about the atrocities of the war. But many, like my dad, were not able to leave it behind.

         “Never Be Afraid to Talk about Your Dad”

         Mother’s friends, like mine, tried to get things back to “normal” for us after his death, but they allowed us to grieve. My mother said right off the bat, “Never be afraid to talk about your dad. As long as we talk about him, we will keep him alive in our lives and hearts.” We did talk about my dad a lot, and because of it, I remember to use his sharp wit, intellect, and compassion for people every day of my life. He is always with me.

         Dottie Warren was not long wounded after being left a widow at the age of forty-three. She somehow recovered. Dottie was tough, resilient, and independent. Asking for help just wasn’t in her DNA. However, she didn’t have to ask for help when Dad died in May 1969. The people of Liberty didn’t let us down, and supported us with love, advice, and just pure human kindness. Sure, I was terribly sad at times, but I never felt alone. Everyone knew exactly what was going on and helped the best way they could. That sense of community, filled with homespun humor, helped my mom and me to move on.

         Mom went on to do great things, enjoy life, and was the best cheerleader I could have ever dreamed of. I naturally became the center of her life. And she wanted me to be the center of everyone’s life. I half jumped and she half pushed me onto the drill team, debate teams, student council, National Honor Society, plays, parades, and trail rides. I was in everything and excelled. In fact, if I did not have my picture in the Liberty Vindicator newspaper once a week, she would be outraged. I had so many opportunities to perform at an early age in front of amazing crowds and people. I was confident and poised, but along the way I felt that I had to do all of this to please the people who loved me. They counted on me to win. They were all deeply invested in my success. Sometimes I pushed myself so hard to win and be loved—to make the people who adored me proud. After my father died it got even worse. As an only child, I had to please my mom. I was all she had in this world. This put daily pressure on me to add to my list of accomplishments. My mother was caring and loving but a very demanding taskmaster. She believed it was all for my own good, but now I understand that a lot of her worth was tied up in my success. It was tough to live up to such standards. No matter how high I jumped, there was always a new hurdle facing me.

         Tamales in My Life

         I collect tamale stories, so indulge me one here: In Texas, tamales are part of the traditional Mexican celebration of las posadas, which commemorates Mary and Joseph’s search for shelter before the birth of Jesus. The steamed, husk-wrapped bundles of masa (corn dough) and meat are a part of our culture. Throughout the years the labor-intensive process of making tamales became a social event for ranch women. Rhett Rushing, folklorist at San Antonio’s Institute of Texan Cultures, said, “By the time the day was over and the tamales were made, the family would be caught up, the arguments resolved, differences aired. It wasn’t just about the masa and the meat. It was the love and tears.”3

         For me, the significance of tamales dates back to my childhood and my dad’s introduction of them to me. Every year my dad would go to Del Rio, on the Texas side of the border with Mexico, to deer hunt with his buddies. To prepare to meet and greet some of the Mexicans in Villa Acuña, on the Mexico side, he would listen to Spanish records before turning in at night in my parents’ bedroom in Liberty. He would lie on the bed in the dark, repeating Spanish phrases, and all you could see was the burning ember of his cigarette.

         One year he insisted that my mother and I go with him to the deer lease. Not so much to hunt deer, but to meet some of his new friends. I remember driving over to Acuña one evening and coming upon a very modest dwelling. My dad jumped out of the car and knocked on the door, and out came a man with a big smile on his face and a hug for my dad. Dad motioned for us to come in.

         Once inside all that was spoken was Spanish. My dad was so excited to be able to practice all he had learned. Mother and I were a bit out of the loop, but felt welcome. They served us a typical Mexican meal of refried beans, rice, and tamales. I had never had a tamale before, but they sure were good!

         In 1964, there was only one Hispanic family living in Liberty, and certainly no Mexican restaurants. But that same year after our taste of tamales in Mexico, my dad decided he would ask Mrs. Garcia in Liberty to make tamales for us. Her son, James, delivered them to us, and my dad paid him and gave him a nice tip. This tradition went on until my father’s death in 1969. Mother and I had enjoyed the tamales, but never knew that my generous father was also encouraging and helping James.

         Like many others, James made the walk up our stepping-stone to our house the day my dad died. With tears in his eyes, he confided in us how much my dad had meant to him because Dad had gone out of his way to treat him with kindness and respect.

         And to think, it all started with a dozen tamales.

         For years after his death, people would tell me stories of acts of kindness Dad did that my mother and I never knew about. Some were simple; some were pretty big efforts to help people. He never asked for any credit or told us about his desire to help people. Today, I am still in awe of his profound acts of kindness in that little East Texas town.

         Living Beyond Our Means

         My mother always lived above her means. It was important to her to appear affluent. She bought me lavish gifts and ran up big bills at Neiman Marcus and other Houston department stores. She accepted money from her parents, which made my dad angry because she was spending too much. And it embarrassed him that she was always trying to appear more upper class than we really were.

         I began to realize that our financial resources were limited and that my mom was not very good about managing money. I took over my own finances at fourteen years old. I got a monthly support check from the Veterans Administration and Social Security. I opened my own checking and savings accounts. I got a job doing engraving in a jewelry store. Mother was always wanting to buy me something, and I was usually able to slow her down.

         My father had taken a partial interest in some of the land he surveyed instead of charging the owners fees. When my mom needed extra money, she would sell a piece of land. I did not know about this until I was a senior in high school.

         I got an art scholarship to the University of Texas at Austin. Felton Dennison helped pay my sorority dues and loaned me a Jeep to drive back and forth to Austin. I was able to get a job as a teaching assistant in the art department. I got by but just barely.

         One Saturday morning, Dottie drove to Austin accompanied by one of her friends, who was driving his big shiny Rolls-Royce. She waltzed into the University of Texas Pi Beta Phi sorority house with a gift box in hand. I heard a page go through the house, and I was summoned to the front foyer. When I got downstairs I was delighted to see my mother, until I looked at the rather large box. I thought, “Oh my, what has she bought for me now?” Imagine my reaction when I opened the box and found a chinchilla coat.

         I was devastated by the thought of what it must have cost. I tried to maintain my composure and not embarrass her in front of the crowd that had assembled. Some forty years later I still have that coat. I have taken excellent care of it, but I am always reminded every time I wear it that money doesn’t come easy. That day I took total control of her finances. Within a few weeks, when I better understood her financial situation, I realized that I would have to help support her for the rest of her life. She had gone through all the land, was basically broke, and was living on a teacher’s salary. And she bought me an expensive coat. I grew up pretty fast.

         Here I was struggling with my own finances and yet I was living in a sorority house full of girls from some of the wealthiest families in Texas. Living up to my mother’s expectations, the expectations of my sorority sisters, college professors (and not to mention the high goals I set for myself), I had a tough burden to carry. At times, I almost hit the wall. I found myself driven almost to the point of depression, and it required a deep self-examination about who I was, what I wanted to do with my life, and what it was really all about.

         I tell these stories, good and bad, because all of my values and ethics come from my family, the Dennisons, and all those wonderful characters from Liberty, Texas. When my instincts kick in, they are the culmination of all of these stories.

         College and a Rocky Start on a Career Path

         I had a great time at the University of Texas. I lived two entirely separate lives. As an art major I always dressed in blue jeans and a big floppy T-shirt. When I came back to my sorority house, I changed into much more fashionable attire and lived the Greek life. Many of my Pi Beta Phi sorority sisters at the University of Texas came from the wealthiest families in not just Texas, but the entire South, and I was intimidated by them. After about six months in, I started to feel snubbed by some of the “big-city” girls. They looked down on me as a small-town hick. So, I was determined to show them I was worthy. I took on leadership roles at UT and in Pi Phi. I made top grades and was asked to join several honor societies.

         Through my wit and humor, I won them over. I was invited to their lavish debutante balls, and private parties in their family mansions. I learned so much from these people. It was the first time I walked into a home and saw art on the walls by painters who I was studying in my art classes. I got spoiled staying at one friend’s home in Highland Park, in Dallas, when I was invited for the Texas–OU football weekends each fall. Servants would wake me in the morning with fresh-squeezed orange juice, and freshly baked homemade biscuits and croissants. We had brunch at the Dallas Country Club and took the bus to the Cotton Bowl to be a part of the pageantry and energy of the big game of rivals. My Pi Phi friends were included in so many events and celebrations that I would not have experienced without their kindness. Many of us are still close friends to this day.

         I sat up straight in the saddle, put myself out there, and proved I was competent.

         At the University of Texas, I was considered by my creative advertising professor to be one of his top students—one who could land a job at any of the best New York advertising agencies. He thought anyone in the advertising business who was not in New York was a loser. Instead, I chose to take a job at The Richards Group (a smaller, boutique creative agency on a fast track) in Dallas, where my fiancé was in dental school. My UT professor was furious when he learned of my decision. He never spoke to me again. I always wanted to ask him why he was teaching advertising in sleepy old Texas, but I couldn’t because we weren’t speaking.

         I was the second woman at The Richards Group ever hired in the creative department. The catcalls and razzing I had to deal with in those early days make Mad Men look pretty tame. The first day on the job, I was shown to my little cubicle and given my first assignment. This went pretty well for a few months, but over time I felt more and more isolated, and the creative muses got harder and harder to call upon. I felt like I was almost brain dead. At the time, I was working on Air Florida mechanicals (the manual way we had to put together ads in those days) that were both tedious and something I was not trained to do in the first place. Life became so miserable that one day, Stan Richards and I came to the same conclusion. It just wasn’t working and I needed to move on.

         Devastated that I had failed, I couldn’t figure out why I had been so successful as a teaching assistant at UT, where I would brainstorm with other students about great ad concepts. I would later come to understand that my personality type doesn’t do well at all in isolation.

         Finding a Better Place to Be

         When I left The Richards Group I only had two weeks’ severance pay, and I had to get a job pronto to make ends meet because my husband was still in school. Thankfully, I landed a position at Baylor University Medical Center in Dallas, the largest health-care facility in the Southwest. My role was in media relations, and I thrived. I quickly became accustomed to the drama associated with hospitals. I sat in on a surgery to repair a hand almost completely cut off by a band saw—the first successful procedure of its kind. I was there in the early days of rapid advancement in heart surgery. I was in and out of the emergency room, and while I never became callous to the blood and gore, I learned how to deal with it like any cowgirl would do. I honed my writing skills, did hundreds of interviews, and made friends with almost everyone.

         Within the year, I was promoted to assistant public relations director at the ripe old age of twenty-two. This was 1978. Boone Powell, Sr. was chairman of the Baylor Foundation at the time, and he and I worked on several fund-raising projects together. He took a real interest in me and became my first mentor. Several months later, the director of public relations had to leave due to a troubled pregnancy. Instead of going outside to find a new director, Mr. Powell and my boss tapped me for the role. I couldn’t believe the responsibility they gave me, but with their help and the help of a great staff, we achieved some true milestones. Later when I told Mr. Powell that I wanted to get my MBA in marketing, he asked, “Why?” I tried to explain and then he interrupted: “Forget it. You could sell ice to Eskimos.”

         One early morning I woke up in Dallas to a phone call from the US State Department informing me that Baylor would be receiving a very high-level international political prisoner. They planned to “move in” to my office to help manage the surge of national press reporters. The patient was Benigno Aquino, Jr., who was jailed in the Philippines by Ferdinand Marcos, but was allowed to travel to Dallas to undergo a coronary bypass.

         As soon as I could get to the hospital, I went to Mr. Powell’s office and told him I was scared I would make a mistake or misstate something. He looked me in the eye and said, “The very fact that you are going to be so cautious makes me know you will not screw this up.” I didn’t screw it up. And I got a huge boost in my confidence and in myself because of the unconditional faith Mr. Powell had in me that morning. And I learned that I was completely capable of dealing with the press.

         I got to spend some time with Senator Aquino while he was recovering. I remember him telling me that he would be assassinated if he went back to the Philippines. I assumed he would seek asylum in the United States. But he did go back in August 1983 and was shot at the Manila International Airport (which now bears his name) while disembarking the China Airlines plane he flew in on. I am still stunned today by his bravery.

         Learning More about Myself

         My husband was accepted to the orthodontics residency at Emory University, so off we went to Atlanta. It would be my first time to live outside of Texas. In an interesting twist of fate, I passed up an opportunity to work at a large advertising agency and instead took a job working with Leadership Dynamics, a management consulting practice owned by a couple of Harvard MBAs. They specialized in business consulting, mainly in the areas of leadership development, team building, motivation and strategic planning for Fortune 500 companies. Again, I thrived because it was a people job. They taught me about the Myers-Briggs Type Indicator (MBTI) and how to use it to build more effective management teams. That experience in learning to understand people based on personality type was one of the biggest influences on my future career. Those guys were so smart. The knowledge I gained from them and the case studies I was writing was worth far more than that MBA I wanted.

         I learned about the intricacies of the MBTI and the DiSC Model of Behavior and really started to understand my own strengths and weaknesses. I learned that, to be successful, I had to surround myself with people who I could collaborate with, people who would share ideas with me so we could make them better. I remember that when I understood that, it was like a lightbulb going on. Again, at an early age, my career was catapulted because I was realistic about my leadership style and learned to be able to see myself objectively. And I had already learned through painful lessons about my weaknesses.

         We saw challenges with personality types come up over and over again in our consulting work with corporate management teams. People tend to be drawn to people who are like-minded. Introverts tend to flock with introverts. Feeling people love to be with other feelers. But allowing teams to be type-heavy one way or another is a recipe for disaster because the teams will consistently be blind to other ways of thinking and doing. The MBTI assesses personalities along four mental functions—sensing, intuition, thinking, and feeling. It also examines four attitudes—extraversion, introversion, judging, and perceiving. The combinations yield sixteen possible personality types. I was hooked and became a lifelong student, champion, and teacher of the intricacies of personality type.

         Lessons Learned: The Early Days

         
	If you can open your heart and treat each person who comes into your life with respect and genuine interest, you will touch people in a way that lifts them up. You will make their day better, and maybe their life better. Each act of kindness will give you the strength to do more tomorrow. And you will always be delighted when someone surprises you, perhaps years later, and returns the act of kindness or support. My mother always loved the phrase: “Practice random acts of kindness.”

            	When you are young, test yourself. Try lots of different things. Be completely honest with yourself about what you do well and what you don’t. Pour your energy into your strengths. Find others who can shore up your weaknesses and learn that great teams are built this way.
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